Mother' "

¥ dear Allows, wiill you oome up to my room
for & fow minutes, ns 1 wish to speak to
you," sald Mra Maitland In & quiet though
dotvrmined tone of volee, one morning to her
segond daughtier.

Allee Multland rose as she spoke, and
her fale face shightly flushed. To be asked
th go o thweir mother's room generally
meant something sorjious to her young daughtora, for
there (hay had mat e punighiment for thely Juvenile of-
fonaoe. and the recollectlons of thelr vislts therefore wera
not pleasant. But sbhe only hesitated a moment; indeed,
sha knew she would galn nothing by hesitating longer.

“Bhut the door, my dear,” continued Mrs, Maltland,
when they renchied hor room, and ns Alige obeyed her, she
went on “My denr,”" she sald, looking at her, * some-
thing has occurred this morming that has plensed me
muoh-—""

Al made no answer, but she ralsed her Inrge eyes to
her muther's Duee

“hie letter,” went on Nrs. Maltland, laying a letler
which she held o her haad on the table beslde her, s
from Col, Osborte, and contalns an offer of marriage for
you. "'

Bl Alice di] not speak, but her lips quivered slightly,

e sy proceeded Mres, Maltland, * that he has
notlged you for some time, and he has come to the oon-
clusion that you will make him a most cexcellent wife ™

“ Mothor!™ exelalmed Allee, from her parted lips

"1 was prepared for a little surprise,” snld Mrs. Malt-
land oalmly, “ but you see many middle aged men lke
young mnids, and of course in ull other respects It Is a
most excellent mateh, Col. Osborne Is well off, indeed
rich, and his house, family eonnections, everything. in
fhet, nre all that can be desired My dear Allce, 1 con-
gratulate you, sincerely congratulnte you,” and Mre. Malt-
Iand held out ber band, but Allee did not take it

“But. mother—"" she began,

" Well, what, my dear?"

* —1 could never fvel towards Col. Osborne what—a
wife ought to feel—I<I—eould never ¢are for him."™

“AH that will come, my child; many things help to
make a happy marringe as well us afoollsh fesling of love,
Money does, for one thing, and he has that, and besides
you ought to consider your sisters.™

* But, mother, there |8 something olse' went on Allce
nlmost passlonately, * I<I—ecare for some one else—]1 care
for George Oshorhe.'

Y My dear, George Osborne, happily for himself and
cvery one alse, Is quite out of the way. He is about to
sall for Australlas,'

“ Austratial echoed Alice, with a sort of ery.

“ Yes, s0 that stupid lttle affalr Is over, and now
let us talk sensibly, Col. Osborne I8 coming this after-
noon, and I wanl you te put on your new blue muslin,
and muke yourself look as pretty as you can for the lover—
for men think so much of looka"

Allee made no answer: she clasped her hands together;
n thought had rushed Into her mind,

Y When Ix e coming?' she asked In faltering accenta,

Mre Maitland leoked at her watoh.

“Why, my dear,” she sald sharply: * he'll be herse
directly; rush away and exchange your dresd, and bathe
your face, und get your prettiest manners all ready. I'I1
see him Arst, and then I'll eall you down."

8o Allce went away, and presently. while she was
changing her dress, she heard the house door bell ring,
and she blt her Hps, and a determined look came Into her
eyad 8 she AW so. But guite & quarter of an hour passed
befare her mothor called her down to the drawing room
Then. whon sxhe heard her mother's volce, she proceeded
plowly downstalrs and entered the room belofy.

As ghe Aid o, her mother, who was standing by the
window, turned Fround,

“ Well, Allee, my dear,” she sald, addressing her
daughter with a mnile, * here Is Col. Osborne come to see
vou, and T think,"” she addeéd gayly, "1 bhad better now
go and ok after my household dutles, and leave you two
to have a Httle chat'*

Allee 4l not speak; she opened her lps, but no
wound onme forth, and the next moment & tall, gray bhaired
man, who was sliting In an easy chair by the fire, rose and
eame forward towards her, and took her hand In his own,

“ Well, my dear,” he anid, * and how are you?"

Bl Allon did not speak: them with a lttle friendly
nodd Mre Maitland left the room, and as she 414 so, Col
Daborne aguin addressed Alice.

THROUGH DEBT.

THE STORY OF A CRIME.

HE foliowing story of a terrible erlme com-
mitied by n Hussion officer and its strange
peguel appears more like a tale from Alex-
andiw Dumns thun o simple statement of an
actual happoning. A8 the principsl person
concermad Is still living, let him be cnlled
Halkol. He has jJust been reloased from a
long term of Imprisonment In Sakhalln
fuland.

Twenly years ago Lieut, Halkolf was one of the smart.
eat aoers In Bl Pelersburg, and by far the most popular,
Every house in the city was open (o him, from the man-
slons uf the wealthy to the palace of the grand duke. Yet,
i spite of thin Falkol was not happy. He was In debt,

tuln stared bim i the face. For a time he had been able

to stuve off the pertl by borrowing large sums from n
money londer, But the day of reckoning must come, The
nioney  lender would not remaln patlent forever. To
Halkaff It seemed that only one loophole lay open to
bim. e must marry—and marry weallh,

Bome weelis lnter It was whispered among the fashlon-
alle that the Neutenant had bocome engaged Lo a wealthy
widow. BEven this event brought little happiness to Hal-
kioff. Doy and night he was baunted by a terrible fear
lest the money lendor abould demand payment und thus
bring down his ruin before the marriage took place.

One morning, the third afior his engagement had been
annpuneed in the newspapers, Holkoff recelved o letter, A
glance al the envelape told him from whom IL came. He
tore It open, reading the curt contents with feverish haste
What did it mean? Why dld the money lender congratu-
late Nim. apd theh, In words full of meaning, add that
be hud prepared o great surprise for his client’s wedding
dny o Halkoff U sounde@ as a Chreat. There was 8
fondish satire ln the lines,

i wedding day! The thought drove him mad He
stiatehed his wword from tae table. and. half running,
burst inte the money lender's ofice. The Bhylock smiled
and shrugeed bis ahoullers Then an gngovernable fury
came over the Deutenant He drew hln sword and lashed
Llimtly at the bent Agure of the ald usdrer

Then he Bed from the office, leaving the old man dead!

In o drawer 1o the money lender's ofMice was found a
letieny adleessed to Liout. Halkoff When opened it re-
vealed |he V' purprise © Lhat the old man had intended for
hiv client's wedding [t war not 4 demand for Instant
payment, bul a fall aeguiital of every penny that Halkoft
cwed hilm. Morcover, wlien the man's will was opened, It
wWis ponversd thal he bad left all De W'-'M o tha
mas that had taken Rig Ufe  For the intended bride was
the money leoader's godohilad

The teelings of Liout. Halkoff when these facls were
diwpverad were Indescribable. Rage. dlenppointment, and
romuyse Bl found & place in bis heart—but  was too Lale.
He had weeoked "o life, snd o conviet prison was all that
the future held for Bim

)

THEIR MOTTIELSL

RS CHEIQICIE

by Deora Russellll

*“Your mother has told you
*what—I wish?"

“Bhe has told me’
stopped.

*“1 wish you to be my wife, my dear child,"” céntinued
Col. Owbortie, and he still held Alles’'s hand tightly, "1
know 1 am much older than you, but & man should be
older than his wife—and 1 will iry to make you happy.”

“You are good, kind,'" faltered Allce, and she Tifted
her benutiful eyens Lo his face, ! but I could not feel to you
an 1 ought=] could not—" .

“1 suppose you maan love me?' sald Col Osborne
gravely., " You may not now, of course, you do not now,
but I belleve It will come.”

=+ But, Col. Osborne—1 think you do not understand,™
continued Allce, gaining courage, ' I—I-—llke—1 care for
some one elge”

‘1 suppose you mean my nephow George.” answercd
Col. Osborne, yel more gravely; ' my dear child, 1 have
heard all about that nonsense; for It s nonsense, George
is In oo position to marry; he can't keep himeell, let alone
you, And bealdes T am much disappointed in him; he Is
not what he ought to be'

YR

“ My dear child, young people dp not understand things

has she not,” he sald,

fltered Alice, and then she

" €he has
me!"”

rightly: they msee the outward semblance, not the inner
man. CGeorge Is well to look at, but there are many things
to conslder, an well as looks.*

“But if=if—"

* You mean If you lke a pergon you ean forgive faults?
Bo you can-but George's fnults are not the mere boyish
escapndes that most young fellows indulge In. I have
looked deeper; George has a profound respect for ane pur-
son—but that person s himaelf."

0, Col. Osborne! "

“ Little things tell a man's character to an observant
mind. I have wiolched George. He llkes to seem what he
is not; he colors up his virtues, and throws his faults Into
the ahade.”

*But he always seems so kind?"

“My dear, you are a pretty young girl, who, he be-
lieves, ndmires his young lordship amasingly. But have
you ever seen or heard of him making a smnall self-sacri-
fice? No, George llkes one person immensely—but that
person is George Osborne.”

“1 think you are hard; that you are unjust to him,”

“T may be hard, but belleve me, 1 am not unjust, I do
not look always on the surface. Outwardly George makos
n good show."

*“Then you think he has no good qualities?

“1 do not say that—but they are all overshadowed,
to my mind, by one great fault—a profound, overconscious-
ness of self."

“Well, 1T 4o not agree with you,"

“1 duresay not, but will you try him? Wil you write
to him and tell him that yvou have seen me and that I
told you that If you married him I would cut him off with-
out a penny? Say you are ready to run the visk If he Is,
Will you da this?"

“ Yes, Col, Osborne, I will"

“Well then, do It today, My lttle girl, I'll not cheat
you about .this, and 1 belleve you, too, will act honestly."*

“Col Osborne, 1 will let you see my letter and his
anawer, [f he disappolnts me—*"

“3f he does not 1 have been mistaken In him.*

“Then let me write my letter now,"

“wWell, will you write It here or go upstairs. If you'll
write it here, I'l sit down and read till you are finished.”

* Very well™

Alice rose and went to her small desk, and then with
trembling hands began her letter to her lover,

“ Dear George," she wrote, * your uncle hns been here,
and he has told me that If we marry, be will cut you off

LOVE AS D

HAT is love?

Asked In all ages, by miny cager guos-
tloners, this query neyer has been answered
satinfactorily. Like life and deatn, but even
more slrange dnd Incomprehensible than
these other mysteries, love knows no end,
no beginning, cannol be explilned In any
reasonable, scientifie manner, Wherefore
thinkers, drenmuors, poots, students, have since the world's
infancy puazled and perplexed themselves as Lo Ils nature
nod meaning. Definitions of love bave beéen thick as flow-
ers In a springtime forest, yet have explained notlhing,
Buch definitions, however, continually are Increasing, and
to compares them is interesting work —

Bomething, perhups, may be learned about love hy
considering the wvarious attributes recognized in it by
various students. No two minds, {t may be safely ad-
mitted, look upon love allke,

- >
Dictionary Idea of Love.

A dletionary definition of love—one s sufficient, since
all convey the same |dea—says that love Is " a fesllng of
strong sttachment induced by that which delightsa or
commands admiration, preéminent kindoess or devotlon to
another: affection: tendernens: especially, devoted attach-
ment o, or tender or pussionate affection for, one of tho
opposite sex"

BL. Paul long ago declared love the grestest of the three
great virtues of which falth and hope form the remalnder
of the trin. He also expressed Wi bellef In the anduring
charnoter of love by @geclaring thaj ~ love never fmileth.”™

The wise mun, lopg before 8t. Paul's day, sang sweetly
of love, and was no less frm in his convietion that loyve is
everlasting. * Love.," as he expressed i, * I8 strong as
death, Many wgelers cangpot guench love, nelther
can the MNoods drown Ii; If & man would give all the sub-
stance of his life for love, It would be ptierly contemned. '™

Drummond glortously defined love as * the greatest
thing In the world,'” while Bir Jobn Lubbock, In * The
Usea of Life" devotes an eatire chaptar 1o love g3 viewed
by the greaiest thinkers and lovers of all ages. For love,
sport of the cynies, plaything of those who have missed
Hife's sweelest partion, has been deemed worthy of serious,
reverent attentlan by many whoem the world halds In
highest hoenor. And justly, stnce in one form or another
It has Inspired bumanity's noblest deoda.

- -
Potent fer Evil or for Good.

The roverse wide of the mednl s seen in Lthe strange
vaguries that bear witness to the mighty, all compeiling
power of munkind's strongest universal emoction. love
that has passed Inta the opposite passion s almoet as
deathlessly potent for evil ans love for good.

“Heaven has no rage,” says Congreve, ™ ke love to
hatred turned.'

Shakspeare also belteved that love s eternul, snd

without a penny Dear George, are you willing to run
the riakT 1 am, But 11 18 for you to dealde. | think money
ias nothiog to what we would have without It. but then you
may mol think this, and 1 do not wish te Influenbe you
But will you write n few lines ta me when you gt this as
I am naturally anxious, and bellove me always, yours
truly, AtICE MArTLAND™

After she had fAnished her short letter, she crossed the
room and placed it In Col. Osbhortie’'s hand without o word,
thoweh her lps were tremblipg and her face Aushed,

He read s slowly over; read it twice, and then looked
in the glrl's face

YWl you send this™ he eeid, Y send It Just as It T

Yoo she answerad guickly; ™ have [ not sald sa?™

“Well, then, fasten it vp."" he answersd gquietly, * and
call one of the servants, and tell her to take It to George,
and wailt for an answer. And 1 will walt here till It cones
—und then let us talk about something else,

Alloe obeyed him, and placed her leotter with her
trembling hands In an envelope, fastenad It down, and
then rang the room bell, and when the servant answered
\t, she put the lketter Inta her hand,

“Take thie* ahe sald. “to Mr. George Osborne's
rooms, walt for an answer, and bring It here "

Col. Osborne did not speak untll after the letter wis
gone, then he began talking about something else

But the girl's quivering lips could searcely anewer him
Bhe clasped her bands together; she looked vaguely on his
face, and Col 8Osborne's heart was full of plty.

Hall an hour passed, a fow minuteny mora, and then the
same servant, to whom she had given the letter, rapped
al the door and came Inta the room

“Mr. George Osborne sent this, plonse, migs,” she
suld, and placed a letter In Allee's shaking handas

Bhe grasped it, opened it, and then a little cry escaped
her pale lips.

“Well™ sald Col. Onborne, steadily regarding her

Allee made no answer: agnin she looked pt her lettor
then she rose, and without & word pliced it in Ool, Os-
borne's hand, who took It, read ft through with n half
smile, slightly shrugged his shoulflers, and then looked In
Alleo's fnce

U Just what | expected.” he sald calmly.

Btill Alice did not sponk

“ My denr ehild.” continued Col. Osborne kindly, tak-
Ing Allee's hand, " doss not this letter tell you exactly
what George 187 He thinke of nothing but himself. or
Fither he thinks most of himself, and all othors nre secand
to that important personage In his estimation.'

Again Col. Osborne glanced at the letter in hiz hand.

“Dear Allee,” he reread. 1 got your letter, and as
the old boy won't listen to reason, well, the only thing

for us Is to give our Mitle romance up, ¥You sce It s no use
talking of morrying nowadays without money., Love Is
all very well. but love won't buy the necessities of life.
It won't pay for dinners, suppers, ete, and we can't do
without them, 1 am =orry for this, but I think i best to
write plalnly, and | am sure you are scnsible enough to
think 8o too. 1 am thinking of ;qln‘ to Australin, but 1
should like to sec you to say good-by hefore I go. But
it's no good talking about marrying without money. In
fact, It s Impossible

* Hoping to hear from you, yours truly,

“ (ROROE ORBORNR."

*Well,” sald Col. Osborne, * tell me exactly what you
think."

“1 think he I contemptible,” answered Alles In a low,
passlonate tone,

“ He 1s sclfish, thoroughly selfish, my dear, that Is the
true explanation of this letter, and, indeed. of his whole
character. Now tell me what you will write back, and
do you wish to see him?™

*1 do not wish to see him: the person 1 wish Lo see,
that 1 believed in, is dead—no, he never Uved.”

“Not in the mortal frame of poor George Osborne at
least,” answered Col. Osborne with a litle shrug; * and
now, will you write your letter.”

Allee turned away and sat down before her litle denk.
Then she drew out a note sheet and wrote a few plain

words,

Tt e e g i

FINED B

coangoes not with changing circumstanoes or time,
* Love is not love
“ Which alters when It alteration finds,
“ Or bends with the remover to pemove.”
Later Lo declares love 10 be " an ever fixed mark."
Ella Wheeler Wilcox has much to say of the wonder
and the glory of that passion, to the exploitation of which
she has given such ardent offort and atlentlon,
“Love I8 the center and clrcumferency,
The cuuse and alm of nll things—"tly the key
Of Joy and sorrow, nod the recompenss
For all the llls that have been or may bes

*Love Is as bitter os the dregs of sin,
As sweet as clover honey In s cell;
Love iz the password whereby souls gkt in
To heaven—ihe gale that sometimes leads Lo hell

* Lowve ls the only thing that pays for birth
Or makes death welcome. O, dear God above
Thia beautiful byt sad, perplexing earth,
Pity the haarts that know—or know not—Lovel'”

R o

Poet’s Reverence for Love,
Bliss Carman s another poet who belleves that * loyve
In & greater province than domiojon of sea or land,” and
also that love Is absolutely necessary 19 the complete
rounding of character, masculine o femiuine,
“The dauntless soul must wander 10 accomplish and attain
This balance of all her powers by the lead of love or re-
main
A stranger lo peage forever in sirrow, defest, or pain.
But Carman has not the falth of many la the enduring
quality of the tender passion
“O lovers, hear me! He ol lax In love,
Nor lel the loved one fram you for & day,
For thme that is the enomy of luve,
And change that is the constant foe of man,
But walt the tumn of opportanity
Teo fret the delicate fabric of our lifg
With doubt and slow forgetfulness and grief,
Tl he who was o lover once goses forth
A friendless soul to front the joylesa years,
A brooding, uncompanioned wanderar
Béneath the silont and majestle siara'

- R

Touches Note of Sadness.

Richard Lo Galllenns, translating the * Divan ™ of
Hafs, the fourtesnth century poet of love and wine, In-
dulges In & modiied sadness concerning the deeds and
effects of love

“ Hafs, take heart: love s n grievous lord;
But this wiil always be the lover's creed,
Under the very shadow of love's sword:
No gentle duedd
And no sweset actlom falls-of its reward. "

I have got your lntder, and I do oot wish to see you
uf hear from you apgain Avtce MAITLAND,"

“That & my answer she sald, placing her short let-
1er in Col, Osborne's hand

He read It and amiled,

“You will get another letter presently,” he sald
v George s one of those who ever pursue the unattivina-
ble.”

‘He will get no answer If he writes one.”

“ Waell, we shnll soe. And now, don’t dixtress yvourself
sbout an Mie young fellow, who really s not worth wasi-
Ing & sigh on, 1 want you 0 gO with me and se¢ a poor
woman who really Ia In great troubls 1 want you to give
her a little money, | have [t here ready for you. but a
woman can say and do kind things so moth easier than o
man. This poor woman's husband has been killed In &
boller explosion, and she has four Hitle, fathérless bread
eaters  WIII you came ™

“1f you think it—will do any good.*

| am suré It will do good. Come, let us go and help
them Lo have a good dinner.”

" You are—so good.’

“ Ko, I'm not; but these Iittle bread éaterns porhaps are
hungry, and wa may as well satisfy them when we can,
Will you get on your hat?

Allce went out of the room and got on her hat, and
when ahe returned she found Col, Osborne walting rendy
for her, and they went out together, He led her to one

of the warst parta of Oldcastle, and finally knocked at the
door of a broken down looking cottage.

*They heard a chlld crying within, and then a pale
faced, sickly looking woman opened the door,

Bhe curtsied when she saw Alice and Col. Oaborne, and
looked ut them ingulringly.

“J=1 hear you bave had great sorrow,” sald Alice
gently, " and we have come to try to give you a little
help."’

The poor woman's eyes filled with tenrs,

“I'ye had guch sorrow, Miss,' she sald, * as—as breaks
my heart, but—but 1 must try ta bear 1"

“Andand we must try to help you If we can,'” an-
swered Alice, still more guntly; *' 1 hear you have soma lit-
tle ¢hlldren? Oan we see¢ them?”

“ Yes, mins. It's & poor place to nsk you into, but If
you don't mind?™

Bhe opened the door of the cottage a little wider as
elie spoke, and Col. Osborne and Alice entered and looked
around, Poverty was written but too plainly there; was
written on the bare, discolored walls, on the scant and
shabby furnlture, on a wasted looking, sickly child, lying
an the Noor,

“1Is this little follow one of yours?' asked Alice, look-
ing at the ohild ¢

““Aye, miss, the youngest, He was a fAne ohild, but
now-—"

Allos bent down over the child, and & moment later
put money into the little thin hand.

1 wonder what that will buy for you?"' she sald smil-
Ing.

The child looked up as if he did not understand, but
the mather's eyes hud caught sight of the eoin.

“0, miss," ahe sald, lifting her weary eyes. ' ye don't
mean this—ye don't mean to gle the poor bairn this?"

“But 1 90 mean it,] =ald Alice softly.

“ 0, miss, 1 cannot thank you enough,'” cries the poor
woman In & sob choked volee; * this will pay our last rent
and get the balrns something to eat.™

“ And you yourself?' asked Alice kindly, " what do
you want most?" .

“ 0, misa, It's no matter me; I'm an old woman—but ‘tis
hard to see the balrns."

“But I do mind you,” sald Alice: * you must take
care of yourself for the children’s sake. What would they
do without you?"

Bhe made no answer to this,
sweet fage; her pale lps trembled,

She looked at Alice's

“WRITER.S.

But Hafiz also well defines love as “ @ sea thiat hath not
any share, and help upon that shoreless sea s none.”' And
he s of oplnion that while * love has a wisdom wisdom
cannot prove ™ It s useless to talk,' of reason to o man In
love." Love, moreover, evidently was as hopeléns o pas-
glon in the long vanlshed deys of anclent Persla as In
the twentieth cemtury America.

* Unto the léech 1 took my bloody tears:
“ What alls me, doctor?™ wnto him sald 1,

“*'Tis love,” sald he, 'and It may last for years—
Yen, some men dle;
But, borne with patience, it sometimes disnppears.' "

Could the most modern of pessimisia say aught more
bitterly =ad. For Hghter yot no less meaningful definitions
of the greal passion, many rocently have been uttered.

“ Laove s the Insplration of literature and of urt; poll-
tics and war are games of love, and if you trace even re-
ligion badvk to its early beginnings you are asmaged to dis-
cover how deeply It la rooted In the mystery of sex,’”” so
says Charles Frederick Goss, & clergyman who belleves
love potent for mighty good,

- -
Foundation Stone Is Respect.

Louls Paul, in “"The Happy Life versus the Blmple
Ldfe," expresses deepest veneration for love, but would
eliminate thy more ploturesque and romantic attitude of
the poets lun favor af the plain, strong foundation of re-
spect and Hking

“Mhia is certaln,™ he declares, * that true love de-
pends fArst of all upan these two essentlals: sympathy and
ealeem (admiration). No msiter how much our sympa-
thies may be aroused. we can feel no genuine love for the
one we cannol esteem, and vice versa; love (8 Impossible,
no metier bow moah we may estecmn admire), If there Is no
band of sympathy extsting.* -

An English soclety poet and art lover takes & more
lightsame view of the mighty puzzie:

* Love, let the eritios say what they st
Love & n grand impresslonist,

The pletur='s done in 2 single day—

No sooner finlshed than glven away.*

And 5o It goes. The list of definitions, supposadly exact
and mplivd, might be multiplled Indefnitely, but to what
reasan? Who can explaln the unexplainable, describe thst
for which uwo true vorbal equivalent may be managed?
Twentleth contury students, sclentifically inclined. excead-
ing wise, and variouysly lesrned, onn do llitle more than
their surliest forerufiners when it comes Lo attempl to re-
Ayee the world's greates!, sweelest miyatery and puzzle to
accurate termna. Love, Lo us as 10 our long gone ancestors,
Is al onoe & great pumale and a groat blessiug Like the
women of the famous toost, it I sometimes dimcult to
live wilh but impossible Lo live happlly without, It means,
amaong other things, pedce, solace, happiness, all that the
heart holds dear W the world and its ehildren.

For love, now as always, la the greatest thing in the
world.

=1 T might ask something™' she suld with falter-
Ing lips.

“ fen, indeed; nek whal you lke."

It s, mias, that wfter 1 am gone ve would sometimes
look after them. The others are well enough, but Johnany's
& poor, weak balrn, and when he bk no mother—"

“Bul he s not golng to lose his mother, 1 hope,” an-

awered Allce gently, taking her wasted hand. " Johnnie
I8 going to grow up and be o fAne, tadl boy, and lve to help
hin mother, and b & comfort o you all your e

The poor woman's heart was oo fall W speak.

“And—and,” sald Alice, “ will you take thia?" and ahe
put, as she wpoke. the other money which Col. Osborne
had given her Into the womnan's trombling hand. " No, no,
1 want no thanks—and sometimes 1 will come and sce you,
And perhaps this gentleman—"

They ware gone before she oould muke any reply, and
ar Col, Osborne and Allee walked up the poor strest, Col.
Osborne said quietly:

“You and I are not so badly off, Alfce?"

0, no,” she answered with quick emotion,

AL least we can do a ltle good.”

“And 1 will try to do 1L sald Allee

“1 thought you would,” sald Col. Osborne gently
“Well, we've not had a bad morning's work, my dear-
and now | am golng to say good-by.*

He shook hands with her, and left her, und Alice halr
rmn home, and when she got thore she sat down ane
thought once more of George Ozborne's lelter,

Then she refleoted proudly: * 1 am glad he wrote |t:
glad 1 have found out what he really s

And her heart felt Ughter; Uttle things came back to
her mind, the eelfish words and mctlons which until now
she had half forgottim, and Georgg Osborne's real char-
acler grew claarer to her sight It Is diMcult always to
aet; mometimes the truth pecps out, however much we try
to hids It, ANce was herself, ossentinlly honest, and the
purity of her own nature had blinded her to his. But now
thls seemed changed, nnd she thought also she would try
to do a little good to the poor woman she had seen,

1 will look out for some things for her,"” she decided;
“ and—and how kind Col. Osborne "

She spent a busy hour or so aftdr this. Her small
migeries now seemed hnlf forgotten in the grent ones she
had seen. She remembered how much she had still to be
thunkful for and how little many others soomed Lo possess.

1 can always help o Hitle at least,” she reflected,
and she once or twice also thought of Col. Okborne,

At all events he Is n good man; he is not always
thinking of himself,” sho decided, and she felt he would
be pleased to know she was trying to do a lttle good.

Thus her next two days were busy ones, Her mother
made no comments on her occupations: In fact she had re-
celved A gulet hint from Col. Osborne not to do so.

“Let the ohild alone. my dear Mrs. Maitland," he said;
“Jet her hove time to see things as thiy reilly are”

Thus Allee was not interfered with, and the boller
miaker's widow and her poor, sickly child had the benefit
of her busy hands, Then when she next saw Col. Osborne
he smiled kindly.

**Bo you have been trying to do a little good, I hear?’
he sald gently,

"1t Is little, then, 1T am afrald” answered Alice, with
# blush and downeast eyes

" Bvery Hitle helps, you know; and it nlways seems to
me to be such a smadl, poor life to live only for oneself.”

" Yet many do, 1 think."

" Not many, &t us hope,
lose pomething. "

“*And what le that?'

“The love of others; It we glve nothing, we don’t Kot
much in return.'’

1 think that In true.'

"And now [ am golng to ask wyou aomething—and |
daon't want you to answer until you have thought over the
question seriously.”

“ You make me half nervous.'*

"1 don't wish to do that; 1 wish you to feel to me—
well a little friendship to begin with.

“Yes," answered Allce with a shy amile

“ And then do you think you could B0l Over my gray
head ™

Again Alice smlled. Then she bent gently forward and
softly touched his brow,

" The gray head,” she half whispered; ** the dear gray
head.""

But, at all events, the s=lfish
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A PAIR xev BOOT

THE TALE OF A THEFT,

ERR ZEITLER, fat and pompous, cast his
littie eyes over the goodly etack of bools,

shoes, and slippers that filled his shop.
“The best In the olty.” he Informed the
world In large, black type upon a rhowy

placard,

Further survey was interrupted by the

untrunce of k customer. Herr Zeliler saw

that he was smartly dressod. and he chuckled o Llmself

Doublless the stranger had read the plaeard, and, doubt-

less, it had Induced him to test the unequaled merits of the
establishment.

“1 wanl a palr of shoes," sald the YOUNg mwan

“Certalnly: take s seat,” said Herr Zeltler, taking »
pulr from a shelfl

His customer examined them critieally,

“Don't look strong,'' he

observed, alipping his foot
nto one and lucing it up

“ Strong.'” echoed the bootmaker, whxlng enthuslastio
“ They ure stronger than Bamson, s AN, that His
splendidly. Try the other one, wir."

" A irifle tght," he complaimed. rising and stamping
his feet on the floor, “ and more than a trifle thin. ™

® But they wre good," Herr Zeltler assured nim

“ What are those?" gaked the young man, indicating »
pair of patent leather sooes at the farther ond of Lhe
Buop.

Always obliging, Herr Zeitler hastensd to feioh
Ehoes,

fhe
Bearcely wile his back tumed than the customer

rushed Lo the door, and the litle bootmaker had Just timie
to eatch & glimpes of the white soles of his unoguiled
boots as they vanished Into the streot

“Btop thief Btop thief!
nantly, sotting off in pursult,
stop.

“ Btop him! Swp hlm! He has—stolen & palp—ot o y—
hest shoes,” he panted. frantically, purpls with keat and
luck of breath,

evied Hurr Zeltler, Indig
But the thief would not

Buddenly, from the stolen boots came & sound of
bursting stitches, Herr Zelller gasped, and gasped agaln,
as he saw the sole from one of hls unrivaled bootls dan-
Kllng on the miscreant’s fool, Then, with a fap, i tum-
bled to the pavement Lefore him. A gurgle of horeor us-
caped the little Germun. e ploked up the mece of leathar
and hasuly smuggled It Into his pooket
soeni? If 50, his business was gone. A sealous policeman
took up the chase. At bl Herr Zeltler shook his flst
knd prayed with all his might that the thief would esoape,

The pupers that night anncunced thut the police had
CAUENL & man escaping with a new palr of boots, from one
of which the sole had parted. Hut search where they
would they oould not find a siogle boutmaker who had
been robbed of o palr of boots

Hud any one




